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Auld Lang Syne 


Author's Notes: 
Yet another Christmas fic. My god, I\'m never going to finish these damn things. 


This one is for sherplyl024. 


It had been years since they last saw each other. Izzy thought that reunions were supposed to be happy, all 
talking and hugging and laughing, perhaps the occasional surreptitious wiping away of a stray tear. He'd held no 
real hopes for his meeting with Axl, and it was becoming clear that he'd followed a wise course of action 
there. He would have had better luck with a corpse. 


"You're looking.. good," he offered softly. Axl flinched visibly and he cursed himself under his breath. Good? Axl 
looked different. Axl looked strange. Axl looked like many things, but good? Good was not on the list anywhere. 


"Yeah, you too." It came out as a mumble, but Izzy heard it regardless. There was a bitter undertone to the 
words. Bitter because Axl hated paying a compliment or bitter because it was true, Izzy didn't know and didn't 


particularly care to. He chose his next words carefully. 


"Your voice sounds great. Last night--" 


"Last night was pretty decent," Axl interrupted, lacing his fingers together and staring at the wall over Izzy's 
left shoulder. "I didn't expect you to be there." 


‘Neither did |, honestly." Izzy fidgeted and scratched his shin with the heel of his shoe. This was going even 
worse than he'd expected. "| was just in town, having lunch with some friends, and they mentioned you'd be 


playing. And since it was a small show, | figured.” 


"That you'd show up? Just for old time's sake?" Axl sneered now, eyes flashing. He looked better when he was 
angry, less tired Less pale. "That you'd sit in the front fucking row and ruin the set?" 


"| didn't mean to," Izzy murmured, contrite. Axl had a reason for his anger. Not valid perhaps, but a reason 
nonetheless. It was a considerable improvement over the tantrums that Izzy remembered. "I didn't think you'd 


notice me." 
"Asshole." There was a weighty finality to the word. Izzy stood to leave. 


"It was nice to see you again," he said formally, holding out his hand. Axl rose more slowly, stared at his 
extended hand as though confused. "Next time, I'll just call and we can have coffee or something." He paused, 


hand still thrust out. "I'm sorry.” 


"I bet," Axl answered, surly and obviously confused. He was used to Izzy fighting back. He'd probably been 
counting on it, waiting for the screaming match to start. Izzy got the impression that he hadn't had a 
satisfying argument in years. It was a shame, really, because he'd have loved to oblige, but... it just didn't seem 


worth it anymore. 


He turned to go, grabbing his jacket off the back of a chair, wondering why he'd bothered. Just to drive the 
knife deeper, he supposed. It seemed wrong to let the wound that Axl dealt him all those years ago heal over 
completely, every once in a while, it did him good to peel off the scab and get it bleeding again. Complacency 


was dangerous. 
"lz, wait." 


He shouldn't have stopped, but he did, always unable to refuse Axl. It was a curse, he supposed, but there was 
no breaking it. Even with such a public falling out, even with breakdown after breakdown, even with Axl's 
constant and repeated attempts to make himself as unlikable and strange as was humanly possible, Izzy found 


it hard to tell him no. Old sentiment, probably. He turned around. 


"Listen, |." Axl's pale fingers twisted into a contorted mess of knots and his eyes focused on a patch of carpet 
across the room. Izzy waited in silence, anticipating a blistering diatribe. Instead, he got a rush of words, pained 


and plaintive. "Izzy, I'm sorry. For everything. | was a fucking asshole, | know it, | still am, but I'm trying now, 


I'm getting help. My therapist.. my fucking therapist said | should meet you, | called him and asked him if he 
thought it was a good idea, and he ordered me - ordered, not nicely - fucking ordered me to apologize to you. 
Said it would be good for me. So. I'm sorry.” 


Izzy stared. 
Axl lifted his eyes and stared right back. 


"Do you feel better?" Izzy finally asked. His voice was as soft and inflectionless as ever, and he was glad for 
that. Inside, his stomach cramped and churned and his heart raced so fast and hard that he could feel it 
thundering in his fingertips. 


"W-what?" 


"Do you feel better?" he repeated. "You were supposed to apologize for your own good, and | want to know. Did 
it help?" 


Axl shifted from foot to foot and his fingers writhed into another improbable formation His eyes darted back 
to the patch of carpet. His cheeks flushed red. Izzy watched, pleased by the effect. It was about time Axl was 
put on the spot, about time that he suffered. 


"I. don't know.." Axl sounded so sad, so uncertain, that it nearly made Izzy want to relent. He certainly wanted 
to cross the room and hug Axl close. That wasn't a new impulse, though, and he ignored it. "I don't think so." He 
lifted his eyes again and focused on Izzy's face. "| think | just feel like a bigger jackass now." 


"You probably should" Izzy gathered himself, reminded himself not to yell, not to get angry. Anger was for 
private places. Anger was for hotel rooms, lone car trips, dressing rooms, anyplace where he could shut the 
outside world away. For Axl, he had only cold contempt. He had to remember that. "Saying you're sorry isn't 
going to change what you did to me. To all of us. You know it and | bet your therapist knows it, too. What's 
this really about, Axl?" 


Axl's face crumpled and for a long, horrifying moment, Izzy was sure that he was going to cry. With a visible 
effort, he mastered himself, lips compressing to a thin, hard line. "I don't know. | don't know what any of this is 


about. My therapist told me that | should see you, and.. and | kind of wanted to see you. | missed you." 


If the apology had slapped him across the face, that statement punched him in the gut. He very nearly doubled 
over in sheer surprise, and he was sure that the shock showed on his face. Axl expression, at least, changed 
considerably. Where before his face had been open and pleading, now there was a look of profound satisfaction. 
Not the smug sort that Izzy was used to from him, but a bone-deep relief. The urge to cross the room and 
sweep Axl into his arms was near overwhelming, and Izzy fought it with every ounce of willpower that he 


possessed. 


"That's.. good to hear," he said carefully. He was treading on thin ice now; the wrong words could easily slam 


this door shut in his face and he wanted too badly to see where it would take him to fuck up now. "I missed 
you, too." 


"This is awkward,’ Axl said. A tentative smile twitched his lips, and Izzy answered it with one of his own. He felt 
like a kid again, like he was back in the strange first days of their friendship when they were still feeling out 
how to act around one another. "I'm sorry, | had this whole fucking monologue prepared and | can't fucking 


remember any of it now." 


‘Its okay," Izzy answered. He took a small step forward. "You don't really have to say anything." You can just 
show me.. Axl must have seen the thought in Izzy's eyes, because his gaze dropped again and he swallowed 


hard. 


"But | should," he said, nervous. His hands twitched and wove phantom patterns in the air. Izzy took two more 
steps forward, back within reaching distance. Axl didn't shy back. He took that as a good sign. "There's a lot to 
say and | don't want to stretch it out. This is fucked up enough already." 


"Yeah, but it always has been" Izzy took a chance, stretched out his arm. His fingers closed around Axl's bicep 


and squeezed it gently. "You're worrying too much. My Axl never worried at all." 


"Your Axl" It was a statement, but the wry twist of Axis mouth and the curious gleam in his eyes lent it the 
flavor of a question. Izzy shrugged, squeezed a little harder. Axl stumbled forward a step, then two, then came 
to an abrupt halt against Izzy's chest, hands rising and fingers splaying gracefully. Izzy expelled a soft, nervous 


breath and stared down at him. 


"Yeah." They stared at each other. Axl's fingers pushed down harder on the left side of Izzy's chest and his 
other hand tapped out the pattering rhythm of Izzy's heart. "Mine." 


"Yeah," Axl echoed. He tipped his head back with a soft sigh, closed his eyes and parted his lips. Izzy stared 
down at him for a second, unsure of whether this new expression was an invitation or just another one of 
Axl's poses. 


He hadn't come this far to not take a chance. His face tilted down, lips parting to meet Axl's, tongue flicking out 
to brush against his lower lip. It was an awkward kiss, hesitant and slow and full of promise. Izzy's body 
shivered under Axl's hands and in response, Axl's fingers dug tighter into his chest. It was like an intricately 
choreographed dance and neither of them had bothered to learn the steps. Izzy pulled back slightly and 
searched Axl's face. It seemed so open, so hopeful, that he was immediately mistrustful. 


"You know, | always wondered," Axl sighed, leaning forward, resting his head against Izzy's collarbone. "| always 
thought there was something weird about the way you acted around me. | just never could figure out what it 


was. 


"l used to be in love with you," Izzy answered softly. His fingertips stroked gentle lines down Axl's spine. A 


couple of years ago, this would have set him trembling with lust and emotion. There was a strange hollowness 


now and he wasn't sure if it was protective self-numbing or an actual lack of caring. 


"Used to." Axl sighed again and nuzzled his face harder against Izzy's chest. "| guess | knew that. | just didn't 


care.” 


‘Maybe not" Izzy's fingers rested briefly on Axl's waistband, then dipped lower, splaying out to cup his ass. Axl 
jerked slightly, caught his breath, but didn’t pull away. Izzy closed his eyes and tried to imagine Axl as he had 
been. Shining hair, white skin, full lips, strong legs, compact hips, perfect in every way, Izzy's dream and 
nightmare. It didn't work. The man he held in his arms wasn't Axl Rose anymore and maybe he never had been 


Maybe Axl Rose the sublime creature had only ever existed in Izzy's mind. 
‘Izzy, you.. you can fuck me. If you even still want to." 


He actually had to think about it, had to wonder if maybe he shouldn't just walk away. If he turned his back on 
Axl now, he could preserve that paragon of sex and beauty that had haunted him for so many years. He could 
keep tearing the scab off and picking at it, torturing himself with the knowledge that he would never have Axl, 


could never have Axl. He was so used to that mindset that it seemed almost dangerous now to let it go. 


"Why?" he murmured. His hands still rested on Axl's ass, tight and firm beneath his jeans. Izzy had learned to 
set aside his obsession over the years, had learned to appreciate other men. It depressed him to realize that 


Axl felt just the same as any other person. Somehow he had expected more. 


"What do you mean?" Axl stared up at him, confused and worried, then ducked his head and cleared his throat, 
continuing on with his question unanswered. "No. It's... | don't know. | don't know why, Izzy, | just think maybe it's 
something we should do." Izzy arched a quizzical eyebrow and Axl's eyes widened. "I didn't mean it like that! | 


want to. l." 


"IFs okay. | know what you meant" He didn’t, but it soothed Axl and some of the tension drained out of his 
body. Izzy forced a smile onto his face, reached up and drew his fingers along Axl's cheek. "Do you think its a 
good idea?" 


"No," Axl answered in a small voice. "But when did that ever stop us?" 


Izzy smiled again, genuinely this time, and pushed his forehead against Axl's. His hair fell around his face and 
brushed Axl's jaw, hiding them away inside a dark curtain. Their lips met again, more confident this time, and 
Izzy pushed away the knowledge that he was kissing Axl. Thinking about it just made him clumsy and strange, a 
virgin all over again As far as he was concerned, Axl Rose was just another fuck, just another sweet body to 


love and leave. 


His hands skated down Axl's sides, slipped under the hem of his shirt. Axl voiced a shivering moan and Izzy 
swallowed it up, held it inside himself. He pulled back long enough to strip himself and Axl to the waist, then 
dove back in for another kiss, bare arms wrapping tight around Axl's waist. He felt different than Izzy 


remembered, more solid. It felt as though someone had snuck in when he wasn't paying attention and replaced 


all of Axls sleek lines and bony angles with heavy muscle. In spite of the jarring difference, his prick swelled 
against his leg. 


They stumbled across the room, propelled by Axl, and toppled onto the couch. Izzy smiled against Axl's lips, 
baring his teeth briefly and fiercely. He reached down and gripped Axl's thigh, shoved his leg up. His hips swung 
forward, settling against Axl's ass, and Axl mewled in his throat. It was a beautiful sound. Izzy's fingers 


twitched. 


"Lube?" he breathed, nipping at Axl's ear. Axl hesitated, then shook his head. His hands trembled against Izzy's 
bare chest, nails digging in, dragging down. Izzy didn't bother to ask about condoms. Axl wouldn't have those 
either, and as comforting as it was to know that this wasn't some carefully orchestrated stunt to lure him 
back, he was annoyed at Axl's carelessness. Not annoyed enough to back off; now that he had Axl underneath 


him, it seemed imperative to finish this. 


"Then this is gonna hurt." Izzy leaned back, shimmied out of his jeans with practiced ease. Axl was slower, his 
eyes wide and panicky. Izzy understood what this was costing him, but he was still impatient. Maybe years ago 
he would have been more understanding, but this had turned into something more for him. Every time he 
touched Axl, every time they kissed, every time Axl arched up against him, he banished another piece of the 
ghost that had haunted him for so long. 


Axl spread his legs again slowly, nodding his understanding. In the back of his mind, Izzy was glad that they had 
no lube, was fiercely glad that this was going to cause Axl pain. He licked two fingers and shoved them into Axl, 
hard and sudden, and licked his lips at the expression of agony that twisted Axl's features. It was cruel, yes, 
but he felt it was a necessary cruelty. Every time he hurt Axl it put another stitch in that festering wound, 
closing it up properly so that he could finally let it alone. 


His fingers crooked slightly, tickled Axl's prostate, and the pain melted away from Axl's face, ecstasy taking its 
place. Izzy watched avidly, reaching down to palm his own aching prick with his free hand. He stroked in time 
with the flicking of his fingers, his breath catching and quickening at the sight of Axl writhing on the couch. 


Say what you wanted about him, Axl was still gorgeous underneath it all. 


When Axl started to relax around his fingers, started to push his hips up and beg with his body to be fucked, 
Izzy pulled back. A little sob escaped Axl's lips and Izzy covered them with his own, biting at his mouth, sucking 
on his tongue. Axl's legs twined around his hips, pulling him down, urging him on Izzy only hesitated for a 
second, then he sat back on his heels, spat in his palm, and slicked his prick as best he could. Axl watched him 
with wide, nervous eyes and if he had been anyone else, Izzy would have smiled reassuringly. Axl received no 
such niceties. Instead, Izzy tangled one hand in his hair and used the other to lever his hips up, then slammed 


forward, forcing the entire length of his prick into Axl's body all at once. 


Axl let out a wailing scream that wouldn't have been out of place on stage and his back arched so hard that 
Izzy was sure it would snap. Pain flooded his green eyes and his mouth gaped open helplessly, working to form 
words that he lacked the breath to push out. Izzy stared down at him, stroked his face tenderly. Axl was 

perfect around him, tight enough to hurt, hot enough to scald. Izzy's hands shook as he began to thrust, and 


he wondered if the angel he had built Axl up to be might not exist after all. 


Axl whimpered and twitched for the first few minutes, protesting without forming words and pushing against 
Izzy's shoulders, and Izzy might have stopped if Axl hadn't kept lifting his hips for more. He didn't pretend to 
know what went on in Axl's head, but he felt fairly safe in putting it down as a guilt reaction. Axl had relaxed 
around his prick almost immediately and there was minimal pain in his voice when he cried out. Izzy bit the 
inside of his cheek, rolled his hips forward, shifted and prodded and shoved Axl into new contortions until finally 
Axl screamed and went rigid, and Izzy knew that his cock had dragged across Axl's prostate and that the real 


fun could start now. 


His hips swung forward harder, faster, pounding Axl into the couch as he wailed like a banshee. Izzy closed his 
eyes and listened, breath rasping in his throat, pleasure rising up inside him until his teeth tingled and a 
metallic taste tinged the back of his throat. He felt like he'd been doused in ice, every part of him aching with 


need as he hammered in and out of Axl's sweet little body. 


Each thrust carried him too close too fast, and he fought to hold himself back, but each thrust also killed 
another part of the poison inside him, exorcised the pain and hatred and anger that he'd clung to for so many 
years. He dug his fingers into Axl's flesh, used him as a vessel. Axl had given him betrayal, he had distilled it 


into rage, and now he returned it, pouring everything he had into Axl as he fucked him. 


Axl came first, but Izzy hardly noticed. His ears registered the rising pitch of Axl's screams, his hands felt 
the fluttering of Axl's muscles, but his brain was focused elsewhere, locked in a monotonous, wordless chant. 
Anger and love and hatred and fear, over and over and over, so that even when Axl arched up off the couch, 
even when he screamed so loud it shook the walls, even when he tightened viciously around Izzy's prick, lzzy 
barely batted an eyelash. His hips kept moving, hard and brutal, and he tried desperately to swallow around the 
taste of metal in his throat. 


When he came, he came silently. He felt the pressure build in his abdomen, felt his hips jerk and jitter as he 
dropped his rhythm, felt his lips peel back from his teeth, then his orgasm hit him like a brick to the back of 
the head and he screamed, low and desperate. His muscles shook and twitched, so hard that he could swear he 
felt his bones clacking together, and for a horrifying second, he was sure he was going to pass out from sheer 


sensation. 


It passed. Everything flowed out of him like water down a drain, all his energy, all his emotion. It was strange, 
finally, to feel nothing. Slowly, he collapsed forward, buried his face against Axl's neck, and after a moment's 
hesitation, Axl's arms rose and clutched his shoulders tight. They lay like that, breathing in their mingled scent, 


letting the sweat dry on their bodies. There were no words. Izzy wondered briefly if there ever would be again 
He sat up first, detangling himself from Axl's embrace and staring down at him dispassionately. The sight of 
his face no longer called up an ache. The color of his eyes held no more power. Whatever it was that Axl had 


done to him, it was over now. Izzy closed his eyes and sighed softly, fingers curling and stretching. It was over. 


"You can stay," Axl whispered, breaking the silence. Izzy flinched, tensed again. If Axl had just stayed quiet, it all 


would have been all right. It would have ended so well. "Please. | want you to stay." 


Izzy stared down at him, searched his face. It was so strange to look at him now that he'd been torn down 
from his pedestal. For such a long time, Izzy had held Axl up as the pinnacle of perfection Now, covered in 
come with his hair sticking to his face and his cheeks a high red, he looked just like every other man Izzy had 
fucked over the years. He looked human. 


He looked beautiful. 


"Yeah," Izzy murmured, reaching down to cup Axl's face. No more hatred, no more obsession. But maybe, just 
maybe, a little love had survived. "Yeah, okay. I'll stay." Axl's eyes darted away for a moment, then he looked 


back up at Izzy and a brilliant smile bloomed on his face. 

"Good. By the way." He looked away again, jerked his chin at the clock. Izzy glanced over and arched an eyebrow. 
Christ, had he been here that long? His eyes found Axl's again and he couldn't suppress a little grin at the 
wicked light in Axl's eyes. 


"Happy New Year." 


